OCKED IN. LOCKED out. Lovelocked.
Marian braced as the west wind funnelled up the River Seine
in central Paris, rocking the wooden bridge and tearing at her eyes.

She stood on the Pont des Arts opposite an ofhicial warning,
‘Pas de cadenas damour. An outline of a padlock was slashed in red,
meaning ‘no lovelocks, but someone had stabbed through the metal
sign. Lovelocks dangled from the hole in a thick chain, like a giant
underwater slug. Jason searched half-heartedly, cold and irritable,
flipping over lovelocks, looking for a space for theirs.

He pushed back his hair. “This is a tad juvenile for a married
couple nudging fifty and, besides, the bridge is smothered.

Marian clutched their emerald heart lovelock. No room for ours...
let that not be prophetic. If she had not made that impulsive phone
call to Sydney eight weeks ago, she would not have heard a woman’s
intimate laughter rasping down the line from Jason’s hotel room. That
moment... Her phone had lost traction on her palm in a gush of sweat.

If she had not made that phone call, she and Jason would have

gone on as they had always gone on. ‘And on and on and on, said her



relentless internal voice.

She hushed the voice—sometimes she could—as spotlights of
an approaching tourist boat flattened the creamy-yellow stone of the
Louvre Museum in a caustic white glare at the end of the bridge. She
tried to make out reflections in the water. The Louvre and the Institut
de France faced each other across the monumental axis of the bridge.
Two days ago on a calm river, Jason had pointed out the historic
architectural design of the rippling, merging reflections of the great
French institutions, but tonight, there was nothing in the choppy
black water.

Since their last Paris vacation, the beloved pedestrian bridge had
been transformed by hundreds of thousands of lovelocks, clinging
like barnacles to every possible surface—lamps, benches, siding—
perilously weighing down the structure. Each little lovelock had been
fixed by a family or friends or, usually, lovers. Together the locks added
up to an overwhelming deadweight.

Jason squatted by a thinner cluster of locks and shouted over the
squall. ‘Hey! A fish lock’

He began to laugh, the first time all day. ‘And look, a huge bike
padlock’

Marian relaxed in his familiar chuckle. ‘Big love!”

He emerged from his flapping red scarf. ‘And the fish? Pescatarian
lovers?’

A gust ripped a laugh out of Marian’s mouth; it felt as if air had
been sucked out of the bottom of her lungs. She caught her breath.
She’'d always shared the funny side of life with Jason. There were still
magic moments. He stretched up to her. She touched his fingers. He
had been her world for many years, but now... His eyes were harder,
bluer. Since the phone call, he had been a mix of irritable stranger
and contrite spouse, sometimes snappy and then surprising her with
a bear hug.

Behind him, the wire grille siding of the slender bridge bristled
with lovelocks. Snapped impulsively off luggage, common brass locks

were at odds with the ornamental. Marian imagined the brassy sweet



nothings had been transformed into costume jewellery with the
bridge now a jumbo brooch. She felt a tickle as a ragged rainbow of
fraying ribbons slapped like desiccated flesh, swishing on her sleeve,
marking individual locks for return visits. Pink, green and yellow tags
flicked like wild things the whole length of the bridge, but that was
not all. Shiny stickers spotted the rail with their repeated message:
‘FOREIGNERS OUT". Red, white, blue. Red, white, blue. Her eyes
followed the dots along the railing. There were too many for the work
of a single xenophobe.

Marian and Jason’s lovelock heart was a fantasy version of a
common padlock that had turned into a global symbol of love when
lovers began to attach locks in public places. They had bought the
lovelock a day ago; it had given Marian her first surge of hope in
weeks. Engraving swirled: ‘Marian & Jason’ She stroked the tiny key.
When lovers tossed away their key, they dramatised the eternity of
their locked devotion. She had to try, even corny gestures.

Messy Medusa windswept hair, eyes pinched in the cold, Marian
caught her distorted reflection in the convex lovelock. She had to
see Jason transformed too; she held him still. His mouth gaped as
if he did not understand why he was there. Their lovelock was like
the occasional ugly netsuke, a miniature Japanese sculpture, the glossy
green enticing visitors but, on inspection, repugnant. But it was not
a grotesque zetsuke. One day in the future, they would find their
emerald heart among the thousands of lovelocks and remember how
they had worked to save their marriage, their family and their past.

A boat punched below into heaving water. Marian recoiled in
the jolting light. Two children and their parents snuggled near the
bow of the long, wide boat. The white, red and pink of the families’
knitted caps appeared and disappeared as they sailed under the grey-
brown slats of the bridge. She and Jason had once explored Paris by
boat with their children, Olivia and Mark. Not so long ago, but now
they were nearly adult.

The boat bumped towards Ile de la Cité, the big island in the

river. On the island tip, bare black walnut trees and weeping willows



thrashed in the storm. The family disappeared as the vessel veered
towards the Cathedral of Notre Dame.

Jason scrabbled among the locks. “The wind’s freezing. Let’s do
this tomorrow.

Marian knew their wounded marriage needed a gesture tonight, a
tender follow-up to the unexpected, shared laugh.

‘But the rain’s stopped. We need new memories.” Sappy ? Mawkish?
They had to try everything.

Jason ran a hand back and forth along a mismatched section of
railing that arched as it strained to connect two sagging panels of
lovelocks.

‘OK, Darling. If you want to. Hey, we need a photo”

A second boat laboured upstream, its engine thrum lost in the
storm, but Marian was not looking. Jason had called her ‘Darling’
The word suggested a future. How crazy she was to have seen their
distorted faces in the lovelock.

One by one, the empty quays of the Right and Left Banks,
Rive Droite and Rive Gauche, burst into view as the second vessel
approached, but Marian was searching for her phone. Their lovelock
moment on the famous bridge must be photographed.

Incandescent boat light stripped the world to two dimensions
as it eviscerated shadows. The long, low vessel entered the striped
darkness under the bridge as a gust caught Marian off-balance. She
stumbled on an eroded plank. Her bag upended. Credit cards, a
lipstick, a handful of mints, all shot across the bridge. Something pale
dropped between rough slats. Rectangular, whitish.

Knuckles collided as Marian and Jason jammed their hands
in the gap between planks. Shiny, scuffed. Something just in reach.
Almost... It caught for an instant on rough wood, seemed to hover—
Jason scrabbled in the crack—but it fell. Gone.

Marian snatched her open wallet. ‘A credit card?” She raced
through receipts and tickets.

‘Phew! Only a shop tag. That new cashmere jacket, I cut off the
label and wore it immediately. I must have stuffed the label in my bag.



Credit cards are all here’

Jasonstood up. ‘Even one missingwould’ve dented your shopping’

‘My card and 72y money’

He shrugged. ‘Look. I might have found a lovelock spot’

‘And 2y decisions’

Just like that the night was sour again, but the forlorn devotion of
Marian and Jason would still be magnified by the iconic bridge, even
after his nasty jab at her shopping, even after their unromantic fondue
dinner that very night, even after the heart-stopping shock and grief
of adultery. Devotion through thick and plenty of thin.

She'd eaten too much cheese. The meal had become cloying twenty
minutes before she had put down her fondue stick. She wished they'd
come to the bridge earlier in the evening before they were tired. She
gathered her possessions, pushed into her bag the red rose Jason had
given her at dinner and stepped around a snarl of rusty billets-doux.

Now the prow of the second boat emerged on the upriver side
of the bridge and the hull slid beneath. A metallic squeak from the
bridge itself set Marian’s teeth on edge. Another rattle sent vibrations
tingling up her legs, but she was preoccupied, locating the camera
on her phone, ready to click on the moment. She half noticed Jason
grabbing the top rail of a panel and ramming it back from its lean over
the river. Again, he pulled, grunting, straining, hauling the buckling
rail into correct alignment, and then bore down on his elbows, his
fur-lined boots dangling ten centimetres above the walkway. Tens of
thousands of lovelocks jingled.

He pointed to a place. ‘Hurry! I'm getting frostbite!’

They pressed the lovelock to their chilled lips and squatted to
anchor it to the shaft of a big elephant lock. It snapped into place; it
would be easy to find one day. They scrambled upright to complete
the ceremony. They were about to abandon their lovelock key to the
water...but...but...an expanding gash yawned from the side of the
bridge.

Marian tightened her hold on the key as the panel of lovelocks

scraped out from the railing and hurtled towards the Seine.



Crash. Boom. Jangle... Splash!

Waves slammed in four directions. Thousands of lovelocks printed
a rectangle on the churning river as they hung suspended for an
instant beneath the only smooth water in the storm. Ribbons flashed
on the surface for mere seconds. Pink, blue, white, green, all sucked
from sight. A yellow tentacle of ragged cloth streaked downstream,
the last to be dragged under.



